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És plaent que un any més arriben aquestes da-
tes tan especials en les quals es presenten 
moltes ocasions per celebra r les coses que han 
anat raonablement bé i per fer decidits propò-
sits per al nou any. 
Més que cap altre, hem de celebrar, i ensems 
agrair profundament, el tenaç compromís de 
tots, expressat amb el treball ben fet de tots els 
dies, a compartir els nobles destins de l’FME.  
Pel que fa a determinacions per a l’avenir, i amb 
independència de probables deures institucio-
nals -com possiblement serà el d’elaborar una 
proposta de Grau segons les noves orientacions 
ministerials -, espero que us resulti inspirador el 
recull de versos que us oferim.  
      Bones festes i feliç 2007! 
          Sebastià Xambó 





Això era un àngel  
que tenia  
tres costats i tres angles:  
era un triàngel.  
Volava per l'espai  
de pressa de pressa  
i tot d'una  
es va topar amb un drac  
que tenia  
quatre costats iguals  
i quatre angles:  
era un quadrac.  
Van discutir  
i es van barallar  
a mig aire  
a cops d'angle  
contra els costats:  
el quadrac tenia més angles,  
però el triàngel els tenia més aguts.  
A l'últim,  
el triàngel va ferir el quadrac  
i, estarrufat de la victòria,  
va arrencar a volar  
seguint una línia d'or  
que era infinita. 
Dualitat ona-corpuscle  
David Jou 
 
Ser o no ser: aquesta és la qüestió?  
O ser i no ser alhora i alhora ser-ho tot,  
ser totes les respostes simultànies,  
totes les possibilitats, tots els camins,  
totes les presències en tot l’espai alhora?  
Ah, que estrany, que ric el món  
abans de la pregunta i de la lògica,  
abans de la mesura i l’instrument,  
abans de col·lapsar-se en una sola  
presència definida, abans de ser  
resposta a una pregunta limitada!  
Posició, velocitat: aquesta pluja  
d’atributs familiars que la mesura  
imposa a la presència! Ona, corpuscle:  
maneres com un Ésser més profund  
se’ns mostra com a Ésser –i tan nostre  
com el crèiem, tan concret, tan ajustat  
a la nostra manera de percebre!  
 
En la llum, la paradoxa i la claror,  
la donació i el desafiament,  
la conciliació i l’antítesi,  
l’ona i el corpuscle.  
 
David Jou 
El laberint del temps, la 
simfonia de la matèria. 
Viena Edicions  
The kiss precise  
Frederick Soddy 
 
For pairs of lips to kiss maybe  
Involves no trigonometry.  
'Tis not so when four circles kiss  
Each one the other three.  
To bring this off the four must be:  
As three in one or one in three.  
If one in three, beyond a doubt  
Each gets three kisses from without.  
If three in one, then is that one  
Thrice kissed internally.  
Four circles to the kissing come.  
The smaller are the benter.  
The bend is just the inverse of  
The distance form the center.  
Though their intrigue left Euclid dumb  
There's now no need for rule of thumb.  
Since zero bend's a dead straight line  
And concave bends have minus sign,  
The sum of the squares of all four bends  
Is half the square of their sum.  
To spy out spherical affairs  
An oscular surveyor  
Might find the task laborious, 
The sphere is much the gayer,  
And now besides the pair of pairs  
A fifth sphere in the kissing shares.  
Yet, signs and zero as before,  
For each to kiss the other four  
The square of the sum of all five bends  







Finite simple group (of order two) 
Matt Salomone (The Klein Four Group) 
 
The path of love is never smooth  
But mine's continuous for you  
You're the upper bound in the chains of my heart  
You're my Axiom of Choice, you know it's true 
 
But lately our relation's not so well-defined  
And I just can't function without you  
I'll prove my proposition and I'm sure you'll find  
We're a finite simple group of order two  
 
I'm losing my identity  
I'm getting tensor every day  
And without loss of generality  
I will assume that you feel the same way  
 
Since every time I see you, you just quotient out  
The faithful image that I map into  
But when we're one-to-one you'll see what I'm about  
'Cause we're a finite simple group of order two  
 
Our equivalence was stable,  
A principal love bundle sitting deep inside  
But then you drove a wedge between our two-forms  
Now everything is so complexified  
 
When we first met, we simply connected  
My heart was open but too dense  
Our system was already directed  
To have a finite limit, in some sense  
 
I'm living in the kernel of a rank-one map  
From my domain, its image looks so blue,  
'Cause all I see are zeroes, it's a cruel trap  
But we're a finite simple group of order two  
 
I'm not the smoothest operator in my class,  
But we're a mirror pair, me and you,  
So let's apply forgetful functors to the past  
And be a finite simple group, a finite simple group,  
Let's be a finite simple group of order two 
(Oughter: "Why not three?")  
 
I've proved my proposition now, as you can see,  
So let's both be associative and free  
And by corollary, this shows you and I to be  
Purely inseparable. Q. E. D. 
 
La podeu escoltar cantada per The Klein Four Group a la versió 
digital del Full a la pàgina web de l’FME  
Blanche Descartes:  
The Expanding Unicurse  
 
Some citizens of Königsberg  
Were walking on the strand  
Beside the river Pregel  
With its seven bridges spanned. 
  
"O Euler, come and walk with us,"  
Those burghers did beseech.  
'We'll roam the seven bridges o'er,  
And pass but once by each."  
"It can't be done," thus Euler cried.  
Here comes the Q. E. D.  
Your island are but vertices  
And four have odd degree."  
 
From Königsberg to Konig's book  
So runs the graphic tale  
And still it grows more colourful 
In Michigan, and Yale.  
 
Feliu Formosa:  
Llibre de les meditacions 
  
Vénen les matemàtiques  
talment con les onades  
que moren a la platja.  
Pots saber-ne l'alçada,  
la força i la freqüència.  
fins que toquen la sorra  
on has fixat els peus.  
